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IN MEMORIAM 
PAULINE MILES, obiit 21/10/42. 
Goodnight; and put your troubled dust away. 
And you, earth's best, be near to me 
Till my swift sunlight fails, my mortal day, 
Like yours, is darkness in the blaze of immortality. 
-PETER MILES 
Editorial 
In the past, "Galmahra" has been published-sometimes­
mainly from habit. And it has always been rather a collection 
than what it should and might be, an anthology. Nor is it an 
anthology this year; but, somehow, if you look closely, you 
might find a promise in that direction for the future. When it 
is an anthology-that is to say, something with a central aim 
and theme, and some claim to permanence-it will need an 
apologia no more than letters in general. 
But now, perhaps it does. The activity of creating, or 
trying to create, literature has no obvious bearing on the· struggle 
for existence. And when that is said, the whole ignorant argu­
ment against letters in a time of war has been stated. 
For in the first place, our fight, and the enemy's, is founded 
on the set of self-preservative urges in every one of the millions 
involved. (Which is not necessarily to say that our motives 
are wholly egoistic, nor to deny the operation of altruistic 
motives: but surely an urge for national preservation is merely 
an extension of one for self-preservation, an extension even to 
losing the lesser aim in the larger.) And the self-preservative 
urges depend on the fact that we value life, and that the more 
we value it the harder we shall fight for it. 
Here emerge two points worth considering. First, that a 
belief in the value of life is a mystical belief-for, while bread 
is useful and valuable because it sustains life, and music because 
it enriches it, and wine because it intensifies it, no one can say 
what life itself is useful for, or why it is valuable. And it is 
surely a fair claim that all literature, whatever else it does, 
certainly causes one to place a higher and more significant value 
on the act of living. Not only that, but-which is the second 
point-it modifies and even transforms one's view of what living 
is. The conception of "life" held by one who has never been 
presented with the freedom of letters, and that held by the man 
who has, are very different. No one can prove that the second 
is incomparably the finer, the richer, the better-but anyone 
can say look at them, and see what your own heart and brain 
tell you. 
Literature, therefore, affects the intensity with which we 
fight for life (and, which is important in a prolonged war 
"fought," for instance, in a grinding routine of factory labour, 
also the endurance . of the struggle) and it affects the kind of 
life for which we fight. It is, indeed, almost the sole breeder. 
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:shaper and continuity of this, our ultimate justification. "Why 
do we fight?" "We fight for --," and then come words and 
phrases descriptive of a kind of life. 
The sense of the sick complexity of life, and the sense of 
frustration, which drain away so much energy, are largely the 
result of our having no positive faith-or, in the latest pseudo­
scientific, mechano-philosophical jargon, "no spiritual dynamic." 
When the impact of war comes, however, we realize that we 
have a faith-for no one could fight as the allies have "on 
several occasions" without a vision of something fought for, 
and of something fought against. The trouble is, that the vision 
at other times is almost dormant in us, and that is because so 
many of the philosophers, the poets, the scholars, the preachers, 
the statesmen-the wordmongers generally-have been traitors; 
have gone over with the rest of the world to cynical self-interest. 
La tra hison des clercs is a real thing, and the world is falling 
down because of it. 
There is a "bit" in Flecker's Hassan which is very much 
apropos. Hassan, a middle-aged confectioner, has come acci­
dently into the Caliph's notice and favour, and Haroun Ar 
Raschid is surprised at his sensibilities. 
"Whoever saw a confectioner like this! When did you leam. 
poetry, Hassan of my heart?" 
HASSAN: 
"In that great school, the Market of Bagdad. For thee, 
Master of the World, poetry is a princely diversion, but for us 
it was a deliverance from Hell. Allah made poetry a cheap 
thing to buy and a simple thing to understand. He gave men 
dreams by night that they might learn to dream by day. Men 
who work hard have special need of these dreams. All the 
town of Bagdad is passionate for poetry, 0 Master. Dost thou 
not know what great crowds gather to hear the epic of Antari 
sung in the streets at evening? I have seen cobblers weep and 
butchers bury their great faces in their hands!" 
CALIPH: 
"By Eblis and the powers of Hell, should I not know this, 
and know that therein lies the secret of the strength of Islam? 
In poems and in tales alone shall live the eternal memory of 
this city when I am dust and thou art dust, when the Bedouin 
shall build his hut upon my garden and drive his plough beyond 
the ruins of my palace, and all Bagdad is broken to the ground. 
Ah, if there shall ever arise a nation whose people have for­
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gotten poetry, or whose poets have forgotten the people, though 
they send their ships round Taprobane and their armies across 
the hills of Hindustan, though their city be greater than Babylon 
of old, though they mine a league into earth or mount to the 
stars on wings-what of them?" 
HASSAN: 
"They will be a dark patch upon the world." 
The hope is now that it is not too late for the apostasy of 
those "clercs" to be remedied. You might find in "Galmahra" 
straws which show that the wind is changing: things in this 
book may show themselves as gropings after an organised pro­
test and denunciation. When that comes, the rottenness of our 
world will have begun to be cleared away. 
Besides this general spiritual deficiency in the democracies­
the Germans were right, by the way, in calling us effete: in 
comparison we were more than half dead, but they forgot that 
the vision in us was merely drugged, self-narcotised. Now it is 
awake and purifying itself, and we are realising that it derives 
from the upper levels of the Greek and the Christian, while what 
they have from the springs of Western civilization is from the 
dregs of the former only. Beside the general lack, however. 
there is a special vacuum in Australia, which is not yet a nation 
because it has no national consciousness, and which has no 
national consciousness because it has no national literature. 
More and more are realising this, and the cry started in South 
Australia by the Jindyworobaks has been taken up (far from 
identically) by "Meanjin Papers" here in Brisbane. 
We need, not a five-week lecturer every year, but a chair 
of Australian Letters, and one of Australian History. Without 
those, this is hardly in any but a geographical sense an Aus­
tralian University. Also is needed more McCrae, Brennan, 
Neilson and Maurice for Junior and Senior, and less "Longer 
English Poems," which has never heard of Australia but comes 
along glibly every year in different forms and is called without 
qualification poetry-the point being, of course, that for the 
student a thing can be in one environment magnificent poetry, 
and in another pathetically not. 
And one or two other things also are desirable, please, Mr. 
Magic-Maker. Things which "Galmahra" might help in bring­
ing about. One by one, they may seem irrelevant to Kokoda and 
Milne Bay and Darwin, but cumulatively they mean for us, as 
civilized people and Australians, something very close to life 
or death. 
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Nilya 
J. H. GREEN 
1 have never seen a form more perfect than Nilya's. When 
1 met her for the first time I remember thinking nothing but 
that her beauty was not that of a Pole. Our Polish women are 
too inanimate, too full of a sense of formality. But Nilya ... 
I cannot describe her to you. They say a woman never attains 
her sublimist beauty till she knows she is desired for its sake 
by the man she loves. 
One evening at dusk I came upon her in the great hall as 
she strove to move one of the bronze light-brackets from the 
east wall. As I entered and paused by her the chair she stood 
on tottered and collapsed. I cried out to her futilely and barely 
succeeded in catching her in my arms as she fell. For a 
moment I held still. The perfume of her hair filled my nostrils; 
the corn-gold of the sensual sun revealed the fine down on 
her face; I could see the faint scar on her eucharis-pale fore­
head. Then when she did not stir I bent my head to those 
calm sensuous lips. I sensed her breasts first firm and cup­
tilted against me slowly soften to a fluid sense-delight. I don't 
know how long it was till she thrust away from me. She knew 
I loved her. 
Soon after I was talking to that ape Snavatinski. He dis­
gusted me. I wanted then to bring the white purity of a poker 
to his sloe-black eyes. The fool, with all the paranoeia of his 
type, declared that love of a woman did not exist for him. 
"Love," he dogmatised fatuously, "is the euphemist's ap­
pellation for his need of sexual gratification." By God! How I 
laughed inwardly that I could love where he could not. 
But look! There's Nilya now, walking on the fantastic 
mosaic of the tree-confined drive. Her face now approaches, 
now recedes and sometimes the moon-mists wreath away, and 
I can see her head with the low brow and lustrous superfluity of 
hair. Why, she's laughing! I haven't seen her laugh before, 
only smile an enigmatic acquiescence. 
You can't see her? of course; fool, fool I am! She's here 
no longer. She left here a year ago with her paramour, Snava­
tinski. 
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leHer to Ann 
I shall not forget your being's radiance 
lit, wonderfully, earths in my soul's dark 
as planets from a long eclipse of sun 
.swim suddenly in light, or whence 
that clearness came to make the senses one 
·with silky nights, gay mornings after rain. 
.And this still, grey-toned world without your spark 
of quiet amber coloured consciousness 
is emptiness to me: there is no sudden pain 
·nor any swift delight like fire any more. 
I shall not forget: and what I do 
aware of loveliness, everything 
most human, will be made of you 
:and that dumb sweet philosophy you sing 
in me, that lucid hidden lore 
your clear soul chanted in the quietness 
-of our fulfilment like a sudden bird 
in thought's untarnished heaven: how can I 
forget or ever make escape from you 
-when every dancing flame-thought word 
the dancing brain discharges, every sudden cry 
·of ecstasy in bitterness or joy, of anything 
from man's old talking heart, can bring me home 
to you, to your small brown-eyed grace 
inevitably home? 
It is most true 
the heart can touch eternity, can sing 
:and sing and sing though Babylon and Rome 
and Nineveh like sandhills crumble: your small face 
while I am I will front the time's decay 
unaltering, queer symbol of infinity; whatever truth 
my soul confronts at last you will be part 
of it, odd-smiling, quiet, fey 
with poetry and love and thoughtful youth 
and your white timelessness of living heart. 
Yet thought and will and spirit ... all's unsure: 
and still our hungering to have the higher certainti~ 
in sensuous presentment. 
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Not any more 
will you come slowly up the shuffling street 
through dusk like oyster-shell: unquiet seas 
of time flow outwards, drifting you away 
with all fair things. 
The heart's defeat 
defeats society. 
The stammering 
ataxy in a febrile time 
wrecks human music. 
Filamented day 
lights corpse-blue hands and faces: steel 
runs molten through our lives, our rhyme 
runs underground archaically, we sing 
selfconscious of our impotence to change 
the sense-reality: our eyes 
are either hard or frightened. 
It is death 
we move in, and the spirit dies. 
Yet when 
I sense the latencies, the promised land 
which grew from you in thought and always lies 
beyond the limits of the waking mind, 
life, happines~, the natural breath 
of man descend on me; your swift thin hand 
compels and I go starwards, find 
new worlds, hospitable, my sudden home. 
These rising winds, impalpable 
necessities, diverge us: we have no end, 
no faith, no future: all the sins 
of all the past on us, and will be laid 
on others after us who buy and sell 
and feed and sleep ... the spirit thins 
more as the anxious needles bend 
across the dials ... Motion, Power: truth is paid 
to sleep. Our music is machines. The very words. 
in which our love could speak directly, poured 
from shadow-simulacra by machines, evoke 
mechanical reactions; those swift perfect birds 
of sound that might have sung and soared 
in wide clean skies are broken, sick. 
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And we are sick, we incomplete ... must we go back 
to faiths by which men dared be gay? 
Only fools and angels can have hope 
or laughter any more: our voices crack 
and rise in odd mechanical hysterias, we grope 
through viewless mists and menaces all day 
and all our dreams are wish-fulfilments. 
But I shall not forget: although the vision lies 
obscured in me it lives; the desperate 
desires will come home to your grave eyes. 
-PETER MILES 
OLD LOVE 
A fragrant woman in a small, shadowy room, talking at dusk ... 
My old live still has me by the heart 
and calls me past my hatred, past my past, 
to vivid thought of all that human glory she 
was part of once, with me. 
I have felt the old life of earth 
withdraw, go past me like a wind 
a hundred miles away in a hot, futile night. 
And the life of mind is a cold-comfort thing 
like a thin recording on an automatic gramophone. 
My old love still has me by the heart 
and in this little room with the smooth shining thrills 
of her individual hairs aching at my fingers, I 
am so far away that tongues of Pentecost 
and all the radio there is could never speak to her: oh fragrant 
woman in a small, shadowy room, talking at dusk, though one 
of us is dumb, and one is deaf, 
yet my old love still has me by the heart. 
-SPIKE 
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Autumn Scherzo 
J. HANSON-LOWE 
"A gentleman wishes to see you, Sister. He is waiting in 
the hall." 
Although she was speaking to Sister Heyes, Nurse Ashton 
found it quite impossible to restrain the half-smile that curved 
the corners of her chubby lips. 
"Show him upstairs, please, and tell the pro. to make some 
more tea and take it to my sitting-room." She spoke with 
decision, with no trace of emotion. As always. In the stress 
of her work she had momentarily forgotten that Arthur Weston 
was coming to tea with her at the hospital that afternoon. She 
appreciated drily the mild sensation that her visitor would cause 
among the staff. 
For over fifteen years she had been in charge of the Selwyn 
Ward-she preferred infinitely to nurse men rather than women 
or children-and during that period she had developed into that 
type of woman so often to be met with in large hospitals: 
splendidly capable, yet a martinet to her subordinates; greatly 
respected by nurses and patients alike, yet loved by none. Not 
that she lacked the ability to sympathise with those in pain; 
many were the men who had blessed her for her gentleness in 
probing and dressing when others had hurt terribly. A capacity 
for, and a great love of, hard work, intense in its utter disregard 
for anything outside hospital activities, had quickly dried her 
up, leaving her essential kindness of heart to break through 
the rind of her starched efficiency. In a sense she had become a 
machine, and, like all machines, unlovable. 
In appearance Sister Heyes was a tall, well-built woman of 
thirty-eight; in mufti she looked younger. In her youth she 
had been plain. Curiously enough, what amounted to asceticism 
had made her almost, if not definitely handsome. She was 
quite unconscious of this, although it would not have interested 
her if she had known it. Her stiff, sister's cap hid the greater 
part of her rich, dark hair, coiled at the back of her head in the 
old-fashioned style. Her eyes, too, were of a dark-brown hue. 
The firm line of her lips alone prevented exacting critics from 
giving their warmest praise. The Matron, whose hair was 
shingled and who spent her holidays at continental watering 
places as an antidote to the spartan existence at the Greater 
London, admired her unstintingly, although she regretted that 
Sister Heyes was so lacking in charm. Sister Heyes never 
realised how lonely she was. 
A decade and a half of nurses had debated over the "E" in 
the "E. Heyes" with which the Sister signed her reports~ 
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'Tradition held, amidst giggles of delight, that it stood for Eudoxia, 
and was, unfortunately, correct. On another point affecting the 
-Sister tradition was equally in the right. Whilst still a staff­
nurse she had fallen in love with a young house-surgeon, who, 
a week after their engagement, had tragically lost his life in a 
street accident. Sister Heyes, reacting to this experience in a 
manner which is nowadays rare, had romantically allowed it 
to govern the rest of her life. Her flame of love, scarce lit, had 
perished sterile. 
The Sister spent her short holidays with her mother at 
-Clapham Common. They were devoted to each other, since the 
father had died when his only child was seventeen. She had 
_few relatives and did not care to visit them. Shortly after 
the Christmas previous to Mr. Arthur Weston's arrival at the 
.hospital, she had been summoned home to nurse her mother 
through her last illness. She had then sold up her home-the 
Jast link, as it were, between herself and the outside world-and 
had resumed her duties with undiminished energy. 
When her three week's holiday became due, she at first re­
fused to go away, pointing out that seldom had the hospital been 
so rushed, and that it would be impossible for her to leave at so 
inconvenient a moment. The Matron would not hear of her 
refusal, seeing clearly that the death of the Sister's mother had 
.affected her far more than she herself realized. Her orders 
·were often given in the ward in a tone of unnecessary sharpness 
'that she had never used before, which scared the pros. and of 
·which she was quite unconscious. She attended serious cases 
·without that calmness and presence of mind which she habitually 
:displayed. Moreover, on two or three occasions, she had been 
1forced to take a sleeping-draught, a measure before quite foreign 
.to her. Not only did she need a thorough relaxation, the 
:Matron insisted, but an absolute change. According to her, the 
'Sister had not had a holiday during the fifteen years of her 
,service at the Greater London-one could not be anything but 
.depressed at Clapham Common! And in any case, Mr. Barclay, 
an elderly gentleman who had undergone treatment in the 
private wing, was going to recuperate with friends in Switzer­
land and wished to be accompanied as far as the frontier. 
·Constant pressure from the Matron and the committee, who 
feared the complete breakdown of so invaluable a woman, at 
last prevailed. Sister Heyes reached Basel early in August. 
It was not until she arrived at Lucerne and boarded the hke 
steamer for Brunnen that she began to feel any enjoyment. 
'There had been none of the novice's fascination at the first 
trip abroad; it was unadulterated discomfort. The beauty of 
'the lake and the mountains in the brilliant sunshine, suddenly 
~obtruding themselves upon her consciousness, almost dazed her. 
ITn her small world she had not imagined that such a spectacle 
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could be possible outside of a picture-postcard. It was all! 
aesthetic punch-below-the belt. 
On the right, Pilatus reared skywards until its peak was 
lost in a heat-hazy cloud. In the distance, to the side of the 
Burgenstock, the while summit of Titlis appeared at intervals. 
The boat stopped at little lakeside villages gay with flowers and 
with the laughter of the bathers, who often swam quite close to 
the vessel. The gangway would be rushed into position and 
a jolly crowd of holiday-makers would come streaming off and 
on to the boat chattering and joking. In the prow a party of 
German students were singing, the steep sides of the lake echoing 
their sentimental songs, subtly wounding the Sister, so that she 
felt the hospital slipping into the background of her thoughts. 
With such vigorous life about her the world of the sick seemed 
vaguely unreal, as if she had been dreaming about it for a long,, 
long time. 
She had booked a room, facing the lake, at the Bellevue-­
slightly expensive, but she could afford it since she had come 
into a small amount of money following the death of her 
mother and the consequent sale of the house at Clapham. It 
was late afternoon when she arrived. There was music in the 
hotel. 
When she went down to dinner, served on the veranda, she 
could scarcely keep her eyes off the lake. The sunset and the­
intense, dark-green shadows at the lakeside fascinated her. 
After her years of hospital food, even the dinner seemed to 
conspire against her. 
She was unaware that she had become the cynosure of the 
numerous diners, and was out of earshot of their remarks: 
"What a handsome woman! And all on her own, too! Pity 
she doesn't know how to dress. She is positively dowdy!" 
After dinner she walked along the crowded promenade. 
In the darkness, an approaching steamer appeared a glittering 
mass of lights; each rowing boat on the lake carried a Japanese 
lantern. Any everyone was so full of happiness, of life. There 
was dancing at the hotel. The sister ordered coffee and sat 
outside by the lake, from where she could see the dancers 
through the open windows. The waltz music sounded deliciously 
sweet. She sipped her coffee, thoughtfully. 
With a sudden pang she felt lonely; out of it all. A few 
hours ago she had not known that such a world existed, and 
now she was yearning, with the sense of her inability to do so, 
to enter it. Am I so very old? she questioned herself. She 
had let all this beauty slip out of her life without caring, with­
out knowing that it was. 
She rose wearily and made her way past the dancers to the 
lift. Before turning out the light in her room, she stood a 
long while by the window gazing at the mountain, at the lake 
with the boats and lanterns, at the people lingering under the 
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trees by the lakeside. The faint splash of oars rose ·to her win-' 
dow, mingling with the music from the ballroom. A low cry 
escaped her: "I ought never to have come here!" 
For a week she succumbed more and more to the -delights 
of her new life. From Rigi's summit she stood enthralled at the 
sight of the distant Jungfrau. Blue lakes winked up at her 
from far below, like padding pools. The tourists hovered about 
the burnt, worn grass, enjoying the soft, cool air, the sun­
shine, the new peaks that came into view behind shifting clouds. 
But Sister Heyes was still entirely on her own. It was true 
that she had spoken with two friendly old ladies who spent 
most of their time doing old-fashioned embroidery under the 
trees by the waterside, and also with a proud mother and her 
two conceited daughters, neither of whom offered the least 
reason for her pretended superiority. The sister had innocently 
suggested that nursing was a fine profession for girls with pluck. 
The trio had ignored her after that; unfortunately she did not 
realise that two such elegant ladies were out to kill and not to 
cure. 
It was not until the last evening of her first week at 
Brunnen, that, as she sat at dinner on the veranda, she was 
suddenly disturbed by the appearance, at a neighbouring table, 
of a new guest at the hotel, a Mr. Arthur Weston. She looked 
at him frankly from time to time with a slightly troubled air. 
Her fingers crumbled the bread beside her plate. 
It was amazing how closely he resembled the young surgeon 
who had been her fiance! Only the man before her was older 
-more as Hugh would have appeared had it not been for his 
tragic death. The blue eyes beneath the fair hair were cer­
tainly Hugh's; but the curve of the jaw was fuller, softer than 
his. 
Sister Heyes no longer felt hungry; she toyed with her food, 
staring more and more openly at her neighbour who, for his 
part, was quite astonished and not a little perturbed at the so 
obvious interest which the handsome lady with the unusual 
evening dress was taking in him. At first he brushed away 
imaginary crumbs from his waistcoat, adjusted his bow and 
tried to catch a glimpse of himself in the window, thinking that 
his invariable neatness of appearance had suffered a relapse. 
But when a careful self-survey resulted in no such discovery, and 
as the charming lady continued to gaze at him almost wistfully, 
his customary serenity began to desert him; he grew disquieted, 
the climax coming when he caught his cuff against his coffee­
eup and sent a brown stream over the table, causing a mild 
sensation among the other diners. 
After dinner, still pondering deeply on the unknown lady, 
Weston lit a cigar and strolled downstairs, through the ball­
room and out on to the promenade. His thoughts far-away, he 
automatically waved his cigar to keep away the insects. He was 
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suddenly snatched from his reveries by a woman's voice. Turn­
ing sharply, he saw that it was the strange lady who had taken1 
such interest in him at dinner. 
There was no doubting the sincerity in her voice. "I'm so. 
sorry that it happened," she said. 
Weston recovered himself sufficiently to bow slightly. "I'IrL 
afraid I do not quite understand," he apologised, throwing away 
his stump of his cigar into the lake. He smiled encouragingly. 
"I mean about the coffee," Sister Heyes explained. "It was. 
my fault for staring at you so." She paused a moment, then 
went on rapidly, "But I must explain to you. The likeness is. 
amazing! Can't we sit down somewhere?" She looked around 
her. 
They sat down at an iron table under the trees. Weston 
had never experienced so unusual an opening of conversation 
between total strangers; he felt that the adventure promised to' 
be exciting. Sister Heyes scarcely took her eyes off him. 
"The fact is," she went on ingenuously, "that fifteen years. 
ago I was engaged to be married. My fiance was run over by· 
a car in Oxford Street, and killed. I kept on looking at you to-­
night because you so resemble him." 
Weston made a polite noise of sympathy. "And you have 
never-er-married since?" he hazarded. It seemed to him that. 
frankness on his part would not be amiss after the example she· 
had set him. 
"Of course not. Why should I? I have had my work­
and now I am too old." 
Weston managed with difficulty to suppress an involuntary· 
smile. "You exaggerate," he declared. 
"I am nearly forty," she replied. "By the way, you haven't. 
told me your name yet. Mine is Heyes." 
Instinctively his hand went to his pocket-book, but he 
checked himself. "Mine's Weston," he admitted, and added quite 
irrelevantly, "Are you travelling alone, then?" 
"Quite," she replied as though it were obvious and the usuaL 
thing abroad. 
"Then we are both in the same boat," he laughed-good­
humouredly. "!'ve had rotten bad luck. I came out here with 
an old friend of mine-we were going to do some pretty· 
strenuous walks, over the passes, you know. We hadn't been in 
Switzerland a day before he was called home. His mother was. 
seriously ill. I had a letter from him this morning; the poor 
old lady has died." Weston paused for a noise of commiseration, 
but as none came he concluded with, "So now I've got to do the 
trips on my own-if I don't feel too lazy. This place is lovely· 
enough to make me so." 
"I have strict orders, myself, to have a lazy time," the, 
sister laughed. 
"Splendid! You must have a first-rate doctor," he joked.. 
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"I should have to have one foot in the grave before mine would 
order me a day in bed!" 
"I am not under a doctor, though, and I'm absolutely well," 
she corrected his impression. Unexpectedly, she asked, "Have 
you ever been nursed in a hospital?" 
"Well, not exactly; nursing-homes are more in my line. 
you know. I don't fancy being ill in a row with twenty others." 
The sister made a peculiar noise, a kind of snort of disgust. 
pianissimo. 
Wondering how he had managed to say the wrong thing. 
Weston hastened to add, "I was laid up in a military hospital 
during the war, though." 
"I expect there were more than twenty in a row?'' Sister 
Heyes enquired ironically. 
"That was an exceptional case. In wartime things are 
different," he excused himself. "I presume you are interested 
in hospitals, Miss Heyes? Charity work, eh?" 
"I am a sister at the Greater London Hospital; I have 
nursed for years." 
Weston was extremely surprised. "You're joking?" he sug­
gested, smiling. 
"Not at all. Why should I?" The reply was faintly indignant 
"Oh, well-I-I. You don't look a nurse,'' he ended feebly. 
"You're much too--." (He felt he was putting his foot into it 
rather badly.) "Of course, it's very noble work; a self-sacrific­
ing profession,'' he continued conventionally. 
"Much too what?" 
"Oh, I can't exactly explain to you-." 
"I am accustomed to plain speaking, Mr. Weston." 
She was so deliciously unconventional that he decided he 
could risk it: "I was going to say that you are much too hand­
some to give all your time to the sick. I wonder you haven't 
married." 
"Handsome?" she echoed. "What a funny man you are!" 
She spoke to him as though he were a patient. Over fifteen 
years in the Selywn Ward had taught her something about men­
but men weakened by disease who often imagined that they 
had fallen in love with those who nursed them back to health 
with such care, but who forgot their folly when they left the 
hospital. 
"What a funny man you are"' She had said the words as 
though he had made some childish remark, W eston thought, and 
hurriedly changed the drift of the conversation. "Have you 
been to Tell's Kapelle?" he asked. "It's really quite interesting." 
"I've been by boat, but I thought of walking there to-morrow. 
along the Axenstrasse. Will you go with me?" 
"I should like to very much." The words were uttered be­
fore he could check their wisdom. 
"I'm starting at ten; I'll wait for you in the hall, then." 
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Sister Heyes was tired. A few moments later she had said 
good-night and was on her way into the hotel. 
Left to himself, Weston went slowly back to the hotel, some 
half an hour later. He ordered a whisky and soda and sat 
watching the dancers. "A remarkable woman," he kept think­
ing. "I must see more of her." 
Although outwardly so much the emotionless sister of the 
Greater London, there was one remark of Weston's that had 
pleasurably disturbed her. She looked almost anxiously at her­
self in the oval mirror over the dressing table. Her eyes were 
unusually bright beneath the rich cluster of her hair. Was she 
really handsome? Not that it really mattered, but there had 
been such a ring of sincerity in the way he had said the words 
that she felt there must be some foundation for the remark. 
It was evident that he liked her. Could she say as much of him? 
Anyhow, he would be an agreeable companion for the morrow; 
she would not be so much on her own. She might even reach 
further into this jolly Swiss life to which she was such a 
stranger. It even seemed to her that she was strangely happy; 
the mere feeling that someone liked her produced an almost 
queer sensation, wholly foreign to her. 
Resolutely she moved away from the mirror, took a last 
glimpse at the lake glittering under the moonlight and got into 
bed. For a long time she was unable to sleep; she could not 
help thinking of Hugh. It was as though he had been resur­
rected. 
The next evening, as she slipped the hooks into the eyes of 
her dated evening-frock, Eudoxia Heyes decided that she really 
liked Arthur Weston. His talk amused her; his company prevent­
ed her from feeling lonely; his anxiety to please was an experi­
ence that she seldom enjoyed; and, besides, he so reminded her 
of Hugh. He sat at her table at dinner, thereby adding fresh 
fuel to the gentle fire of curiosity that had begun to crackle 
about them. Weston was aware of it at once and concealed his 
annoyance with a mask of indifference. At first Sister Heyes 
neither saw nor heard, but later on the two elderly ladies with 
whom she had spoken soon after her arrival at Brunnen ob­
served, within her hearing, that such behaviour with an entire 
stranger was nothing short of immoral. What they did not 
realise was that close acquaintance with elderly spinsters at the 
operating-table rendered her quite immune to reproving remarks 
passed over old-fashioned embroidery. 
By the time that they had visited Lucerne, the day fol­
lowing, they were firm friends. It was with an unusual thrill 
of delight that Sister Heyes slipped into the inexpensive, modern 
frock which she had bought on Weston's casual suggestion in 
the town. For some moments she paused, hesitating, before 
the glass, gazing at the unfamiliar effect caused by her bare 
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muscular arms. She smiled as she thought of what the Matron 
would say if she could see her. When she entered the room 
the smile hovered yet about her lips, and every eye swept 
round on her with cultured disapproval. Weston was waiting 
for her. 
"Why, it suits you splendidly, Miss Heyes!" he declared when 
they were out of earshot of the other guests. "I hope you're 
ready for your dancing lesson after dinner?" 
She smiled happily at him. "I'm glad you like it-but I'm 
not sure about the dancing." It was many years since she 
had pranced through the lancers at Christmas dances at the 
hospital, thinking them rather stupid. "We'll see after dinner," 
she promised. 
She scratched his patent shoes horribly, but he did not 
mind. "You're getting on famously," he assured her as they made 
their way to their table after a one-step. He signalled to a 
waiter and ordered two ices. A waltz struck up before they 
arrived. Boldly she attacked the new step, vulgarly stared at 
by the proud mother and her two conceited offspring, one of 
whom was talking to a young fop with a pimply face. 
The room was fast becoming hot and airless. After the 
effort of the waltz Sister Heyes decided that she had had enough 
dancing. "Thank you so much for your lesson," she smiled 
at him over her ice. 
Weston lit a cigarette and looked idly round at the wonder­
fully varied groups of peoples around them, but he was think­
ing, "She's becoming more and more human. I wonder what 
sort of a wife she would make a man?" He looked across at 
her and was suddenly aware that she had asked him something. 
"I'm so sorry," he apologized, annoyed with himself. 
"I wonder what you were thinking out, Mr. Weston? I only 
asked you for another ice. It's so frightfully hot here." She 
was looking more charming than ever, Weston thought. 
The last ten days passed rapidly for them. On the last day 
before the sister was due to return, they planned a short climb­
ing expedition up the Lesser Mythen. They left Brunnen 
early in the morning, by train, for Schwyz, and from there began 
the ascent, taking their lunch with them. It was deliciously cool 
at first, but as noon approached the heat became intense. Shortly 
before mid-day they reached the little mountain inn, for refresh­
ment before the final steep gradient. They ate their lunch in 
the intervals between incessant warfare upon the horse-flies 
with which the place was swarming. 
"It's awfully good or you to offer to come back with me to­
morrow, Mr. Weston," she was saying, making a vicious blow at 
a fly that had settled on her leg. 
"I don't know how you would have managed without me," 
he jested. "You had forgotten to book your seat, to start with. 
In any case, I should have to leave the day after to-morrow." 
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He paused a moment, then asked suddenly, "But I thought we 
had decided that you were to call me Arthur?" 
"If I do, you'll be wanting to know my own Christian name," 
the sister laughed. 
"Yes-what is it?" Westen seized the opportunity. Why 
was she so r eticent on that point? 
"They call me Heyes at the hospital ; that's good enough 
.for me,'' she evaded. It was one of her few self-conscious points. 
The heat grew greater than ever; it was like raising heavy 
weights merely to take a single step upwards. They decided 
n ot to finish the climb, but to wander slowly back through the 
s loping woodlands to Schwyz. A peasant boy carrying a load 
of provisions for the inn passed them with the conventional 
greeting. The next instant they came out of the shade into an 
open-space of parched grass strewn with boulders. On the left, 
beneath some trees, grew a clump of aconite. Sister Heyes picked 
some eagerly-for the hospital, she declared. 
Weston watched her. He felt that he loved this strange, 
delightful woman; he loved her for her odd charm, her dark 
beauty, as he termed it; for her sincerity, even her lack of 
humour, and he longed to tell her. He had had other affairs 
and knew by heart the game of hide-and-seek played with those 
women who knew he would make love to them before he knew 
himself, but this one was not like that; she appeared not to 
reciprocate his unexpressed affection in the slightest. Was her 
friendship purely platonic? he asked himself continually. The 
path slipped again into the cover of woodland. The sister caught 
him up, her arms full of purple aconite. 
They sat down for a few moments to rest. Now is the time 
to tell her, he told himself. But somehow he was quite unable 
to do so. Sister Heyes seemed absolutely unconscious of his 
thoughts. She was writing a picture-postcard to a friend at the 
hospital. 
They reached Schwyz, and the chance was gone. Weston 
cursed himself for his timidity as they sat in the Brunnen tram. 
"Cheer up!" the sister smiled at his melancholy. "We've nearly 
a whole day left before we go!" It was a cryptic remark, and 
Weston felt that she intended it really in the less hopeful sense. 
He felt so hot that he bathed in the lake when they reached 
Brunnen. The sister watched him from the bath-house rail as 
he swam swiftly out. She admired the excellence of his physique. 
It struck her, suddenly, how keen Hugh had been on swim­
m ing. In those days Hugh had been everything. Supposing 
that she had married him? And her thoughts went winging 
backwards over the years, so that it was with a faint gasp of 
surprise that she heard Weston's voice as he climbed up the 
wooden steps and sat, wet and glistening, beside her on the 
r ail. 
"Oh, nothing - nothing," she exclaimed hastily, her 
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thoughts sliding with a rush into the present. "It was only that 
you reminded me so much of Hugh." 
"It's always Hugh!" The words escaped him almost before 
he framed them. "You must have loved him very much." 
He jumped down from the rail, picked up his towel, and 
made for the dressing-room. The sister was surprised at the 
suppressed bitterness in his words. She saw the door close be­
hind him without his even looking round. A young boy suddenly 
fled past her, to leap into the water from the diving-board. Sud­
denly all was clear to her. "He loves me," she thought. "How 
blind of me not to see it before." She felt nervously excited. 
After dinner they had a farewell dance. The sister was quite 
gay; she had never danced so well. They went to cool down by 
the lakeside. The Japanese lanterns glimmered like fireflies 
over the dark water. They walked slowly up and down under 
the trees. Weston stopped abruptly and spoke to a man in 
German. Turning to the sister he said casually, "I've just fixed 
up for a boat-I thought you'd like to come for a row." 
The man was already lighting the lantern that hung from 
the end of a short stick. Weston held out his hand to help her 
on board. It never occurred to the sister even to hesitate; she 
had a childish love for the water. "How lovely!" she exclaimed 
excitedly. "I hope you can row all right!" 
The attendant pushed the boat out into the lake. From the 
distance the measured throbbing of an engine and the glitter­
lights told of the approach of a lake-steamer. ( Arthur rowed 
well. Before long they had drawn close to the heavily wooded 
slopes on the other side of the lake. The lights of Brunnen sent 
crinkled patches of colour over the water. Out of the darkness, 
near to the boat, loomed the white mass of the Schiller Stone. 
Weston shipped the oars and moved on to the cushioned seat 
next to the sister; rowing was strenuous exercise after their 
walk and his energetic swimming, he explained. Not to men­
tion the dancing on top of it all! 
The next moment the sister felt his arm behind her, drawing 
her gently to him. She did not resist him; for the moment it 
seemed to her unreal-how was it possible that such things 
could come back to one after all those years? Arthur was silent; 
he bent and kissed her. The years dwindled into a second of 
time. It was only when the candle flared brightly and flickered 
out that they fell back suddenly into reality. 
The night porter handed the sister a letter when they re­
turned; it had come by the last post. Arthur left her on the 
landing by the lift. "Sleep well," he smiled as they shook 
hands. 
Shutting the door behind her, she switched on the light and 
sat on the edge of her bed to read the letter. It was from a nurse 
in the Selwyn Ward. It was short and she read it twice, then 
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undressed slowly, and sat for some time looking over the lake. 
The next day, she was thinking, the next day she would be 
going back to her old life. A stranger to this new life, she had 
nevertheless entered it, loved it heartily, and reached her zenith 
that very night on the lake. And now all was finished. The 
Selwyn Ward-the sick-the dun dreariness of London streets 
.awaited her. How would see meet them? 
_ She went over in her mind all that had happened since she 
llad reached Brunnen. When she came back to the hospital 
,they would all want to hear what she had been doing. She 
need not tell them everything, of course, but then there was 
Arthur Weston himself, who was going back with her as far as 
Victoria. Perhaps one of the nurses off duty might have, un­
fortunately, the kindness to come and meet her. In any case 
Arthur would want to see more of her. And in the end they 
would worm out all! And the laughter there would be! The 
laughter! It would be unbearable! She could almost hear them 
-"Whoever would have thought it! And the sister of all 
people!" 
Sister Heyes was vaguely frightened. Had she been foolish? 
had she made herself ridiculous? She thought of the two elderly 
spinsters, of the proud mother and her issue. Their remarks 
had seem childishly prudish at times-and yet? People who 
lacked imagination, or possessed imagination solely of a vulgar 
order, discussed things so crudely and with such preconceived 
.opinions of one's guilt. "Who would believe,"-again the sister 
.could clearly imagine the scandal-"that a respectable sister from 
.one of London's finest hospitals could so far forget all decency 
.as to go out on the lake of Lucerne, at night, with a total 
.stranger whom she had met casually at her hotel?" Fifty thou­
.sand lives saved under her skilled care could not save her from 
the denunciation of the pious. The Matron would be scandal­
ized-Sister Heyes forgot in her distress that the Matron went 
.to Dieppe for her holidays. There would be letters of protest 
from the committee; she would be asked to resign. Nearly 
.twenty years of life wasted for a man whom she felt she loved 
.as she had loved Hugh! She switched on the light and began 
.to pack hurriedly.
When Weston came down to breakfast, late the following 
.morning he found a letter addressed to him lying on his table. 
.His brow furrowed as he read it. 
"Dear Arthur"-it began-"you will be surprised to hear 
~that I have left for Easel by the early train. I do hope you 
won't think me unkind, but I feel that I must go alone. I 
will explain all when I see you. You gave me your address­
! will write to you and let you know when you can see me. 
E. Heyes."
Arthur re-read it, slipped it into his pocket and poured out 
.a cup of coffee. "Something has frightened her," he tried to 
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calm himself. He could not imagine what it could be. He felt 
extraordinarily upset. 
The sister did not fix a date until a fortnight later, in spite 
of the many letters she received from him. Immaculately dress­
ed, he waited for her in the depressing entrance hall not alto­
gether at his ease, for he had a morbid horror of hospitals. A 
few minutes after his arrival a man was brought in on a stretcher 
borne by two ambulance men; a constable followed behind. 
••wm you come with me, please?" she invited him. The Selwyn 
Ward was on the third floor. 
Weston following mechanically. He felt it was like walking 
through a morgue. Sister Heyes was in the linen room. Her 
appearance startled him. What a difference a uniform made! It 
-choked one's humanity, he thought. Sister Heyes handed a pile 
of sheets to a nurse, turned and saw Weston. 
"Oh, there you are," she smiled. "I've been so rushed I had 
almost forgotten you were coming." She shook hands. "The 
pro's taken tea to my sitting-room. Shall we come? I'm afraid 
I can't spare long." 
They went along a spotless corridor. Their meeting was 
all wrong, Weston felt; so different from what he had expected. 
Her room was small but comfortable. She poured out the tea, 
handed him the scones and made a few, usual remarks. Weston 
felt uncomfortable. Mentally, he had gone over many times 
the entire scene of their reunion; it was to have been almost 
passionate, following upon a fervent storm of explanations, in­
stead of which he found himself taking afternoon tea with a 
starched hospital sister in a room that smelt decidedly of car­
bolic, utterly sterilizing it from the point of view of romance. 
They became silent for some moments. Weston struggled 
with the remainder of his scone. At last she spoke again, kindly 
but remotely.
"It was most ungenerous of me to run away from you like 
that," she confessed. "Especially after all your kindness to me. 
But I had to. I did not realise it until I was in my room after­
.after-." 
"Surely it was not necessary, since I loved you-and you 
me?" He gave a little wry laugh. The incessant din of the 
traffic from without beat into the room so that they both had to 
speak with voices strangely raised. 
"I did not love you, Arthur, I only thought I did." 
Weston stared at her in bewilderment. "You are joking, 
Sister!" he finally jerked out. 
"It was Hugh that I really loved; it was he whom I loved 
in you. Don't you know that if I had really loved you nothing 
would have sent me back here?" 
Weston was silent. His hopes were falling in little splinter­
ing ruins about him. 
"I have been here so long," the sister went on, "that reality 
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to me consists of my work-our work. My holiday in Switzer­
'land was too ideal, too like a dream." Her voice fell slightly. 
"Did I really spend so long there?" She paused, then went on, 
"It's quite clear that although in one way I am a woman with a 
good deal of experience, in another I am perfectly childish. 
imagine, Arthur, that when one is nearly forty, a normal woman 
has a firm grip of life; that she would not behave in the foolish 
way I have done. But my world is rather small. I cannot for­
give myself for acting as I did. How can I ever hope you will 
understand? You see, Arthur, I know I belong here." 
He clothed his answer in the banal phrasing of everyday 
life: "It's all right, quite all right. Don't worry, Sister." 
The china clock on the mantlepiece struck the half hour. 
The turmoil in the street below wove a dull bass to the fugue of 
their thoughts. At last Sister Heyes rose. 
"I must show you my ward," she said, with an effort to 
be cheerful. 
Weston hated the idea; the thought of the rows of beds made 
him feel sick; but he followed her quietly, smiling and joking 
amiably with the patients. Just as they were leaving, a nurse 
came up. 
"They are bringing the new patient for number seventeen!" 
she announced. 
Sister Heyes walked with Weston as far as the lift. "I'm 
so sorry to have to leave you, but I must go." She shook hands 
with him. "At least we can be good friends, can't we?" 
"You haven't told me your name yet," he joked. 
She smiled as he spoke. "I'm just Sister Heyes-for every­
one," she answered him. 
She watched the lift as it shot swiftly downwards, then 
hurried back to the ward. 
Weston stood on the steps for a few seconds before going 
down into the street. T)he dust from the interminable stream 
of vehicles powdered the yellow shafts of sunlight that fell be­
tween the grimy buildings into the roadway. He could hardly 
believe that what he had just passed through could be possible 
in the bare space of an hour. 
He felt an unfamiliar envelope in his pocket, took it out and 
suddenly remembered that it contained two theatre tickets for 
that evening. He crumpled the envelope back into his pocket. 
and slowly descended the steps. 
He felt, somehow, that he would never see her again. 
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No Image Holds Me 
No image holds me to remembering you, no sight 
no sound can shake my heart with loveliness and bring 
again the old realities, lost now nor yet 
returning. Tangled the past by insidious 
brambles of sorrow, and tears of my grief 
become blood from the wounds of each thrust 
as I stand in the sharp-pointed sunlight 
and call on the Gods I had shunned to explain 
what I cannot accept with my heart. 
It was not 
right that you did not believe in our ultimate 
need of each other, nor heed my strong faith 
that beyond and above the urgent necessity of 
this stricken time it was imperative we 
grasp our birthright, finding sure peace in 
an absolute union. Were you not wrong, when 
from first dawn's breaking, swirling and 
melting in purposeful rhythms, seas of time 
moved to a meaningful end, upsurge 
of our being, and like combers of ocean 
we leapt to the sun, breasting the heavens, 
upcresting defiant, entrapping the light 
in our sensuous swell, roaring in tumult 
of impassioned destroying momentum 
to topple and break on a barren shore 
with echoes that shouted along deep horizons 
repeating, repeating the swift poising glory 
made end in quiet flurry of foam. 
If after this fever delirium 
there should be ease, the shuddering 
nightmare turn to clean sanity, bringing 
the shapes of familiar friendly things, 
with the coolness of fine-curtained rain 
in the benisoned calm, I will no more 
be unprotected from enfilade spraying 
the glass of my shutterless house, nor afraid 
that the dross of slow years utterly banish 
what faiths I inherently hold. But while 
I remember you each plunging minute 
is a spearhead of agony into the emptiness. 
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We laughed, were light of heart, in careless grace 
of brief-spun days. It was no folly 
that we held infinity by casual finger 
knowing uncertain to-morrow, splendid to-day. 
Malignantly the fungus spread across our time 
sparing the bitterness we would keep from our eyes 
lest each realise the other's greater pain. 
Yes, we were true to our youth, were gay, 
and laughed in the red, red wine, had secret tears, 
but flesh was warm to flesh and night was kind. 
So I remember you, and spring is always 
mockery as from the secret earth 
green things are thrust to sunlight, for 
after swelling promise of the sap-urged bud 
petal's fallen , dryly blown downwind. 
-MARCEINE IA DICKFOS 
FOR POETS 
Let you not notice now 
the ordinary sensory beauty of earth; 
the loves, and the hates, and the vanities, 
let you forget them, remembering only 
among death, that there is also birth, 
among ruins, that they are re-erectable: 
and this: 
a window's inextinguishable ligh1 
up where the mad skies rave 
and winds ransack the night, 
the square high lovely light 
expressionless and lonely-fair 
against the hostile sky, up there 
beyond high heaven, absolute, 
the home of man. 
-SPIKE 
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Thinking War and Thinking Peace 
CHARLES SCHINDLER 
We are told to wait before discussing the peace until we 
have won the war. If this is meant as a warning that the war­
is yet to be won, the reminder is worth while: until victory is­
achieved we would be fools to divert from its winning whatever 
might help to win it; but thinking about the war is almost 
synonymous with talking; and the least we talk of it the better:­
secrecy is needed in war. Our leaders must keep to themselves­
both what they know is being done, and what they intend to 
do: we have taken our chance when we chose them; the best 
we can do now is to trust and obey them. If we of the common 
herd really feel we have stumbled on information or inspiration 
of value, let us confide it to them-as few of them as practicable 
-and keep it from the public. 
With terms of peace it is otherwise: reticence on our part 
may be construed, not by our enemies only, but by our allies· 
as well and even by our fellow-Australians, as a sign that we 
are conscious of meditating aims which, if revealed, would 
strengthen our enemies' resistance, undermine our allies' trust 
in community of purpose and raise in our own people's minds· 
doubts in the justice of our cause. Such disintegrating schemes­
may be germinating in a few of us, but what the great mass 
desire to take from our enemies is no more than is needful to­
secure against their attempts what we had when the war began. 
A few would-be Hitlers and Mussolinis might be secreted among· 
us; if so, they know full well that only by deceit could they 
make use of us to forward their schemes; and we are not quite 
as gullible as the worshippers of their prototypes. But security 
we must get or the war is fought in vain. 
Once this point is granted, stating our peace terms becomes­
part of our means of winning the war, although a very different 
part from the conduct of military operations. The latter demands 
secrecy: the more such diplomatic aims are made public-sO' 
long as they are fair-the easier the removing of obstacles 
becomes: they do it themselves. That Nazi and Fascist leaders 
will fight to the last to retain their leadership goes without 
saying; but without the support of their peoples what are they? 
In a war, what is fought for between the opposing governments· 
is rather the good-will of their respective soldiers and the work­
ing civilians behind them, than actual lives: very few wars 
have been won by extermination, if any; not very many by 
totally depriving the enemy of the power of continuing tO> 
struggle; most, as indeed in 1918, by sapping the adversary's: 
will-power: and what does that will-power feed on but expecta­
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tion of gain and apprehension of loss? Have we any other 
grievance against the German, Italian, Japanese masses, beyond 
their readiness to serve as instruments to the superhuman vanity 
of their dictators? and are we not so determined to fight for 
our freedom that the cost of our enslavement would more than 
balance their gains, except for a very few? Could we not offer 
them terms stated so plainly and precisely that they could judge 
for themselves that our interest ultimately is also theirs? After 
all, what are we fighting for? 
We are fighting because we cannot help it: for how could 
we keep at peace with neighbours who made a rule never to 
keep any of the promises they give? How many months-or 
weeks-did Hitler wait before breaking his word in Austria, 
in Czecho-Slovakia, in Poland? China's experiences with Japan 
have been much of the same kind. Italy, it is true, only came 
into the fray because Mussolini was over-hasty, thinking all 
danger was over and the British Empire destroyed. What do 
the three want of us? Not only that we should let them digest 
in peace their ill-gotten acquisitions; but that we should allow 
them thus to gather strength so that they might impose upon 
us and the rest of the world their own brands of New Order. 
Japan and Hitler at least: Italy has no more chance than Siam 
to have a say in the matter. What now is that New Order but 
the exploitation of mankind's labour power and natural resources, 
apparently for the convenience and comfort of two fancy superior 
races, one white and one yellow, actually for the magnification 
of two small cliques of super-stage managers? Why should Jap­
anese, Germans, Italians, Hungarians, Rumanians and others 
be keen on dying, bleeding, starving or merely paying taxes, to 
give those planners of spectacular dramas a chance to add more 
bloody pages to those already in history books. As for us, all 
we want from them is reliable security that, if they are fond of 
dictators, they see to it that all the dictating be done at home. 
If they wish a like security from us, I see no reason to refuse 
it; and, if only we could trust them, to invite them to join with 
us in protecting every nation's right to manage its own affairs 
in its own way. 
Here, however, I am coming to debatable ground. It is not 
so easy to find what are our own affairs and not anyone else's. 
Not our enemies only, but our leaders also, and neutrals, too, 
have been talking of New Orders. What they have told us has, 
in all cases, been more or less hazy and unconvincing. Some 
smile and sceptically murmur: "It's war fever, it will pass; for 
the war itself is an effect of deeper causes. The world is not 
what it was; problems have arisen which we might like to shirk, 
but we cannot. Frontiers ,once, were a necessity: seas, deserts, 
mountains, rivers, distance alone, split mankind into groups 
which knew little of each other. Then came the printing press; 
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then steam, electricity, petrol; then aeroplanes and wireless. 
What are frontiers for planes and wireless: once the difficulty 
was to overcome them; now, to preserve them. In every room 
in the humblest of our homes on their dining tables alone, every 
-continent is represented. No country can do without direct 
·or indirect imports from almost every other; and must, to pay 
for those imports, find exports and buyers for them. 
Sooner or later a World Government must come into being, 
to bring order in this traffic, for order there must be if we are 
to get what we need. The question is: Will the World Govern­
ment be built by faith born of deceit and compulsion, as the 
author of "Mein Kampf" would have it; or, as he credits us with 
wanting, by agreements reached through free discussion and 
religiously kept? How much misery shall we inflict upon one 
-another until we reach the inescapable goal? Self-respect is 
-enough to make us regret Hitler's plan, whatever the cost; but 
why should his dupes be for ever deluded into rejecting ours? 
It is true that obstacles are great and cannot be overcome 
at once. The greatest is our reluctance to face and tackle them. 
We must start where history has brought us; and much of the 
material it has left us is awkwardly unwieldy. No country is 
1ess than Australia crippled by its past and yet chance has 
parted its territory between its six capital cities in a very hap­
bazard way: almost half of it going to Perth: and Queensland's 
-capital huddling in the corner nearest to Sydney. We must 
-put up with the maze unti.l we find a way out; and along that 
way we must travel step by step. 
A distinction should be made between ways and goals; 
between, on the one hand, creating a machinery and fostering 
the spirit without which agreements can hardly be made or kept; 
<md, on the other hand, suggesting principles for the drafting 
of those agreements and the distribution of rights and duties 
"between nations, and by them between individuals. Unless we 
are untrue to our democratic professions, and make free dis­
cussion a farce, we should be prepared to listen to counter­
·proposals and amend, even abandon ours, if others are better; 
at the same time we should not wait, as too often our leaders 
·have, for our partners to make a first move, hoping then to 
·haggle and beat them down. What we should aim at is not the 
·greatest profit for ourselves, but the fairest and least wasteful 
disposal of all available resources in materials and labour, bal­
ancing as evenly as we can the claims of justice and those of 
.expediency. Above all, we must come to practical, if provisional, 
decisions, and get them carried out, always claimiDg for our­
selves and granting to others the rights of advocating their 
-reversal. 
No peace will be a peace unless it creates machinery for 
-this purpose. We must, of course, begin with those sovereign 
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States between which History has divided the Earth, and with· 
the relationships which Customs and contracts have established'. 
between them. Their sovereignty, however, cannot remain 
unlimited. How to limit it is precisely the task. Sovereignty is­
for States what liberty is for individuals. A motorist, alone on 
a country road, may drive as he pleases; but in a crowded city­
street, if traffic were not regulated he could not drive at all. 
So with States in our shrunken world: to claim unlimited 
sovereignty is to condemn themselves tc be paralysed by one 
another. If they exist for any other purpose than to gratify· 
lust of power and vainglory, they should hand to a super- · 
Sovereign as much of their sovereignty as needs be to enable 
the latter to protect the rest against mutual encroachments. 
Whether the limits should be determined by defining the part of 
sovereignty to be handed over, or the part to be retained; or 
whether the super-Sovereign should be allowed a free hand, 
are points deserving careful consideration. In practice the 
three methods might be combined. 
A retrospective glance at recent history shows necessity 
drawing one lineament after another of the features of this · 
coming super-Sovereign. Even before President Wilson at-­
tempted his League of Nations experiment, an International 
Court of Justice had come into existence. Whether we should, 
when Peace terms are drafted, scrap them as failures, or rather· 
amend and strengthen them is another point for consideration;· 
but, if scrapped, substitutes must be found for them. We have 
in them embryos of two of the essential organs of Constitutional· 
sovereignty: its legislative and its judicature. In the Postal 
Union, the International Red Cross, and several similar recent 
innovations, we have departments of the missing executive. 
Here is the Future casting shadows before it. Moreover the · 
War itself is compelling the Allies to build up for the World' 
Sovereign its most indispensable organism: an Internationalised 
Armed Force, or at least a Common General Staff. We need' 
only preserve it for permanent use; then the League of Nations 
and the International Court of Justice (or their successors) will' 
no longer be powerless to enforce their will. Having devised 
ways of preventing misuse we shall be able to invite repenting 
enemies to participate on equal terms in the benefits of a Con­
stitutional Machinery built piece by piece, as circumstances re-­
quired, according to the traditions of British History. We shall 
have at hand that substitute for war as an instrument of policy, 
without which the Kellogg Pact is a mere scrap of paper. Is it 
not better to think of peace on those lines than to dictate loudly­
to our strategists and urge them to publish their secrets? 
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The Farm 
JAMES D. O'SULLIVAN 
Mary Anderson sat down to read the letter. It had become' 
a rite to her now-when she received his letter-she put it away· 
till the afternoon and then read it sitting on the verandah over-­
looking the farm. 
As she tore open the envelope, a photograph fell out on her· 
lap. She picked it up, and there was Jim smiling at her from 
the streets of a village in Palestine. His father had smiled the· 
same way-the same way, she remembered-a slow smile. She 
had always loved that smile; it made them seem so alike some­
how, the father and the son. He was the image of his father,. 
young Jim, the same eyes, too, and the uniform. She could 
hear her husband now, saying "Don't fret, Mary, I won't be gone 
long," and the last hurried good-bye at the station as the train 
pulled out. It had seemed the end of her world then-they had 
only been married six months. But she knew that he had to• 
go-he hadn't needed to explain why. She had never known 
the real reason-she had just known that he could not stay out.. 
That was in 1916. She had waited for his letters as she was · 
waiting now for young Jim's. Then the telegram came saying· 
that he was dead-killed in action, it said. At first she could 
not realise it. He did not seem to be dead, he couldn't be; he· 
did not even know he was going to be a father. When she did 
understand it, she had not burst into tears or fainted. She had' 
ached inside herself at the hurt of it. It didn't seem right. He· 
was so young and she loved him so much. 
But even before the first shock of the news had worn off, 
she had known that she didn't have time to sit and weep. She· 
had been keeping the farm going while he was away, and what­
ever happened the cows had to be milked, the fowls fed, and the 
house kept clean. He had been so proud of the farm. He had~ 
cleared it in the river valley and loved it all. Wherever he was, 
she knew that he would want her to keep it as he had liked to · 
have it. So she had worked on. When her time was near, her· 
mother came and helped about the place; after the baby had 
been born she had gone on with the work herself. The place· 
had to be kept going for the two of them now-Jim the father· 
and Jim the son. And young Jim would grow up and he would 
love the farm, and it would· be ready for him. 
Those first years after the baby was born had been hard. 
There had been the flood and two of her best milkers had been 
drowned. She had watched from the house on the ridge. She: 
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could do nothing to help them. She counted herself lucky that 
·she had saved what she had. After the water had gone, she 
found that the cow-shed and most of the fences had gone with 
it. She had mortgaged the farm to rebuild them. She remem­
bered the struggle she had had at the bank to get the money. 
Thy didn't like the idea of lending money to a young woman 
running a farm on her own-had almost told her to remarry­
-but she had pointed out that the farm was good security, and 
at last had got the money. 
She had paid it off in three years, too! It had meant work. 
Every day, morning and night, the cows had to be milked. 
'There was butter to be made, pigs and fowls to feed, the house­
work to do. But even then young Jim was getting useful round 
the place. By the time he was eight he was helping her with 
the milking before and after school. She would not let him 
do too much-it was a two-mile walk to the school-but she let 
him do a share. Then with the years she had been able to afford 
.small luxuries. She smiled as she remembered the pride with 
which they had unpacked the separator, and the fun they had 
had laying the new carpet in the living room. 
When Jim was fourteen she had offered to send him to the 
:city to school. She had been saving money to help towards 
this for years. He was self-reliant and old for his age, and she 
had let him decide what he wanted to do. She had been both 
pleased and sorry when he said he would rather stay on the 
land and work the farm. She had even cried a little when she 
she was alone. She had wanted him to have a good education 
-perhaps to be a doctor or a lawyer-and had been afraid that 
jf he did he would grow away from her. She knew that on the 
farm that could not happen. The land and their love for it 
would keep them together. So the money had stayed in the 
bank; she added to it occasionally. Jim would want to marry 
-some day, and it would be nice for him to have a nest egg to 
-start with. 
The years passed quickly. Mother died, but it did not break 
the pattern of quietness. Jim had made her stop milking and 
stick only to the housework. He said he was big enough to do 
ihe outdoor work now, and "what was a man round the place 
for anyway." 
When he was eighteen he had started going to dances with 
Susan Lattery, from the next farm. After a while it became 
an engagement. She was pleased with his choice, Susan was 
a nice girl, but said as they were both so young there was no 
'hurry. So when the war broke out they were still not married. 
'She knew he would want to go; he was so like his father. She 
-thought she might hold him if he were married, and when 
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he came to tell her he was going, she asked about Susan. Then 
he told her they had talked it over and had decided to wait.. 
She was a little jealous at first, that he had told Susan before 
telling her. Then she remembered her own youth and smiled 
at her jealousy. So she told him she would keep the place going 
while he was away. There was no hired man to be got, so she 
did the milking herself. She was a little lonely sometimes, but 
Susan came to see her a lot and they talked about Jim and it 
brought him closer. 
The cows moo-ing in the milking shed broke into her 
thoughts. As she stood up to go for the buckets, she stopped 
for a moment to look over the land. Then she knew all at. 
once why they were fighting. So that Jim's son might work. 
this land in freedom, in the sunshine or in the rain. She was 
thinking about this as she fetched the buckets and went down, 
to the cowshed to begin the milking. 
SPRING 
I woke one day in my city, 
It was young spring; 
I saw trees budding, 
I heard birds sing. 
The song they sang was old, 
It was filled with grieving: 
They were singing a lament 
For my city-they were leaving. 
I knew then the trees would not bloom: 
They had aborted with grey quiesence 
The new life. They saw the future loom 
Before them drably. They began to depart- ­
All nature is leaving my city; 
All beauty has left. 
They do not need my pity­
I am bereft. 
-JAMES D. O'SULLIVAN. 
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"The Purpose of Poetry 
PETER MILES. 
The aim of culture is, broadly, the betterment of man, 
and it works to this end by making consciousness richer, in­
tenser, clearer, more precise. It offers a philosophy of living, 
not necessarily an explicit, schematic philosophy, but an atti­
tude which one adopts towards one's environment and oneself, 
a philosophy in the sense in which any more or less responsible 
person who relates what he does to general principles has a 
philosophy. Five minutes' reflection on panic-shopping, a daily 
newspaper, an average talkie, or anything alse which reflects 
the mental life of the majority, will show what sort of phil· 
osophy it is by which the ordinary citizen lives. To grow up 
into the contemporary society is to acquire a system of values 
which are purely material, an ethic based on personal prudence 
.and an aesthetic of vulgarity and ugliness. Briefly, men's re­
spect is given automatically to tangibles and particulars, so 
automatically that that attitude is to most the "natural," com­
monsensible one, the norm. 
Against this philosophy culture is inevitably at war. The 
values it tries to substitute may be characterised shortly, and 
with sufficient connotation to be meaningful, as values of the 
.spirit. Roughly defining culture as "art-religion-scholarship­
philosophy and other activities of that class," we can see that 
religion, for example, attempts to establish its philosophy in 
the mind of man holus-bolus. This essay is concerned with the 
way in which letters act towards the broad common aim of 
.all cultural activities, and it will be enough to consider poetry 
.alone. 
It is a truism, but true, that the poet is concerned primarily 
with only one thing, whose name, tattered by misuse and over­
use, is beauty. What he is trying to establish is not a whole 
philosophy but an aesthetic; there his function as a poet ends, 
because if the aesthetic is a sincere one and comformable to 
reality, from it will grow naturally and generically an ethic, 
a metaphysic, and a philosophy generally: a process for which 
other cultural activities are at least partly responsible. And 
since it is the "proper function" of poetry to cry beauty, it fol­
lows that when it is doing that it is most effective-and that 
when it is not, it is not poetry. Often a claim is made on 
poetry by a "cause" or an "effort" in the social or international 
sphere: in other words, it is tempted to work towards the 
betterment of man not through establishing an aesthetic but 
'by a sort of short-cut, and however worthy the immediate end 
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in view-removal of a social ill, for example-the poetry which 
throws its weight into a movement ceases to be poetry, though 
it may be effective propaganda. Leaving aside the fact that 
the motives which persuade a poet to become a propagandist 
may be pure gold, nevertheless (and particularly to-day) in 
doing so he is making a mistake which can be very serious 
for society, to whom he owes a duty. 
To the man in the tram, after an inept mal-education has 
finished with him and the newspapers and other things have 
had their chance, no activity not personal in end is compre­
hensible unless it is presented in terms of a "movement" or 
"effort" or "drive" in the socio-economic sphere. But the thirst 
for beauty must still be in him, somewhere, and it is the job 
of the poets to make beauty accessible to him. It is not natural 
for man to deny the spirit: yet it is denied, explicitly and im­
plicitly, everywhere, and perhaps the reason is that poets, 
scholars, priests ("clercs") have been willing let the thing they 
cry be trimmed at the edges and fitted in to some scheme hav­
ing to do only with the world of sense-perception. This is 
very literally a treason, and it should cease. 
Poetry must work to establish an aesthetic based not on 
relatives but on absolutes. Its first concern is with beauty, and 
if there is conflict between that and some other thing (worthy, 
perhaps, in itself) beauty must win, for it has the final authority 
in two ways: considered impersonally, it is supreme; and the 
•experience of beauty in a person drowns all else. A man urged 
one way by beauty, another way by some other thing, will, if 
he is human, go the way of beauty. And poetry must recognise 
that it dogmatises and preaches (explicitly or not) about a 
kingdom not of this world, about the universals in the par­
ticulars, the · timeless in the transitory, and steadily hold up 
beauty-with-no-strings-attached in the malevolent confusion of 
the times. It is useless merely to denounce the ugly, to show 
up the deficiencies of our philosophy of living: "the exceeding 
bitter cry" is not enough. Some positive replacement has to be 
·offered, and as a preliminary the values of the man in the 
tram, who respects the material and so depises the spirit that 
our civilization has achieved the unique distinction of having 
turned all nine muses into the street and made them pros­
titutes, must be reversed. As of old, poetry must give the 
desperately needed assurance of the dignity of man, the divinity 
of love, the integrity of the individual, the incredible adventure 
()f loveliness. What is there else to give it, immediately and 
unmistakably? 
33 
I Lie Awake 
MARCEINE IA DICKFOS 
Sometimes I wake, and lying in the restless dark I hear 
the sounds of men in pain, sounds breaking against the night 
to make a backwash of horror and despair. Not hate, there's 
no hate in me any more since I've realised the folly of it, whim­
pering because my finger got hurt when I poked it into the 
gigantic machine; and although I have compassion sometimes. 
for the helplessness of those like myself who have known the 
force of the machine, it is unimportant when I lie here helpless 
to allay the surge of sound that beats against my ears. It's not. 
only physical pain that makes sleep fitful and troubled for thou­
sands of men like me. It's not pleasant to hear the things that 
burst from the lips of men reliving some personal hell, and I 
find myself fighting the impulse to release peals of wild ringing 
laughter so that I might drown the words that burn into my 
brain. 
One time I may not be able to check the harsh mirth that . 
I feel bubbling up in me, but that isn't so frightening because 
then I would no longer have to try and keep detached from 
all the frightfulness, maintain my sane compassionate outlook. 
I could relax then, in an emotionless swirl of confused events, 
uncomprehending, mindless, mad. So easy not to resist that 
impulse, slip into a meaningless world, silence forever the· 
words whispering inside me, memory pieces that don't connect 
smoothly, don't fit into each other, but enough to make me 
feel the cold quivering tightness mounting, as it was when 
the motor cut out, with the earth rocketing up to shatter alb 
consciousness. So easy to lose all realisation of identity in 
some queer slipstream of Time, dissolve present and past in 
fathomless blackness. 
God, what am I thinking, what am I doing, am I that near 
to it? That roughness, that's the blanket. My face is wet, my 
palms, too. The man in the next bed is coughing. I can smell 
the sourness of the air. Robert McKell, Sergeant-Pilot Robert . 
McKell, that's me. Two of our machines failed to return. Cold 
precise voice of a radio announcer. Missing, believed killed. 
That's probably me, too. In this bloody war up to the neck,. 
prisoner-of-war once Robert McKell. McKell, same sound as . 
tell, hell, yell, bell, lots of words the same. 
I'm lying awake again. A snatch of sleep, then I wake.. 
Calmer now though. Cries and moans all over the ward, and 
I lie here waiting with no black gulfs of forgetfulness for refuge! 
34 
, as r emembered sights and sounds stab through my consciousness, 
,racking my humanity; waiting till my voice, distorted by the 
agony, joins the wave of sound rising and falling between these 
unsympathetic walls. In the daytime, seeing these men, I won­
der that they survive the torments that come scrabbling at their 
minds while they wait for the dawn. I know how far I go from 
-sanity, yet my killing was done impersonally, distantly, never 
w ith a lunge of steel into warm flesh and a dead man's blood 
stickily wet on my skin. Back at the field they'd ask "How 
, many this time, Bob?" and perhaps there would be one, two or 
three machines I could account for. Then one day I got in a 
<log-fight near our base, and sent the other plane down in flames. 
· Somehow, unimaginably, the German managed to crawl out, 
and I was back at the field when they brought him in. Beneath 
the blood and the dirt I could see lthat he was young, very 
. young, and while he was dying I listened to the thick gutturals 
.always coming back to the same word, "muchden, muchden, 
· muchden." I went outside and retched and strained, but it 
' didn't ease the sickness of realising the men in all those other 
planes. After that, going up was a different matter, no longer 
; a pitting of machine against machine, with myself an automaton 
countering every roll and dive and twist by unthinking instinct. 
·r was too much aware of my own body, the blood leaping 
· in my veins, the living force of myself that cried against the 
· ugly uselessness of being killed. 
Piecing together, without volition, the fragments I hear 
· throughout the long night, I have pictures in my mind that must 
be rejected, so I often think of Jenny, to relive a pleasant past, 
. and forget. She lived in a house on a hill. When I was riding 
up the hill road the warm glow of lights from the windows 
-was friendly, beckoning. Happy tunes would come into my head, 
.and I'd whistle them while the shadow-splashed road climbed 
- up to the house where Jenny lived. At the back of the house 
· the paddocks sloped down to a creek. The knee-high grass 
swished round us as we walked, and there'd always be a curlew 
· beating across the sky, shrieking sadly. Under the oaks along 
the creek the grass was a soft thick carpet. Lying there we'd 
· listen to stray winds sighing gently through the top branches, 
. and watch the moonlight filling the spaces between the leaves. 
' The moonlight would flicker over Jenny's face , and seeing how 
beautiful she was I felt how much I loved her. 
Here there are three barred windows high in the wall to 
· break the moonlight up into silver lines that fling defiantly 
. across the beds, and show me that the opposite bed is empty. 
Jim was the chap's name. They took him out this morning. It 
-was raining, thin grey rain, and we could hear the heavy steps 
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of the guards on the stones, above the patter of the rain. I re­
membered something about in the midst of life we are in death, 
and thought it over for a long while. Life, this? Life? 
If we are men there is no answer. And when men wish_ 
eternal forgetfulness, then they can see no good reason for the 
things they remember, when grotesque death has become the­
heritage of each, these things, too, are an apparent sign that 
mankind has failed. If it were otherwise I should not be lying; 
wakefully in night's darkness. 
I should not be troubled as I lie awake. 
TO SOME ODD PEOPLE 
Oh my odd 
gold people, dear the memory 
of cynical soft comment in the dusk 
in amber cafe light among the smell 
of fragrant coffee, dear the leisurely 
and murmured quotes, the shining dead. 
My fair ones, indescribably 
is dear that little grace, that little loveliness 
we had; the laughing lighted eyes 
and last beau geste defying all the beastliness 
of all the bloody putrid world. 
When, in the future, past the wreckage, men 
are lovable again: when this dark patch 
upon the earth is washed away with blood, 
the only solvent ... 
My infants, that is all the life 
there is to us; the strange adverbial clause 
of the felt future time 
and the incomplete sentence. 
-PETER MILES: 
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Wondering 
(Written at Manly Beach, Sydney.) 
At my feet barbed wire, 
Grimly tangled, strewn on ageing beaches, 
Stakes and coils-iron masses 
Spike a warning of invasion. 
Countering its terror, there the line 
Of ocean, fixed, symmetrical, reflecting beauty 
As a morning sunlight, rising to its zenith 
Hides the threat of sea and fortressed sand. 
Here upon my land, 
Cradling warmth, dwelling in freedom 
Here I am lazing. Sandbags opposing 
Richly hued peace-coves-
Doves at peace upon the gardened strand. 
My mind at peace-but distant-flung 
Are headlands, sullen, watchful, 
Passive heralds of a nation fretful at the breath of war. 
Calm Sea; hesitant splashes 
Lapping the beaches, creeping in doubt 
1Jp to defences, sighting that wire, 
Moistening barbs-dart back to ocean 
'Timid as children, timid with fear. 
Skirting those sandbags, chorusing tremor 
'Towers an avenue, pine-trees, wind-flurried; 
They too are watchful; prayers in their branches 
Sigh to the ocean, whisper to me. 
Wind off that ocean, mighty, alluring, 
Unknown to man, brings a message of wonder­
Will the foe come? 
Warm are the breezes 
Swelling my ocean-breath of this Southland, 
Will it stay free? 
Seeking an answer, I who must hate 
1n the service of faith, I brood over wire, 
'Touching its barbs, yearning lost beauty, 
Heart of the pine-trees, 
I wonder, too! 
-KEITH WOODWARD 
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The Use of Rhythm •1n Poetry 
----a Commentary 
MARTIN HALEY 
A contemporary Australian critic having posed to himself · 
the question, How should rhythm be used in Poetry? proceeds to • 
answer it so:­
"I know of two reputable answers. 
1. Some contend that poetry must be written to a set, rigid 
pattern of metre-as the 'Essay on Man' is written.... 
Many complain, however, that these simple metres do away 
with many words which cannot fit into the pattern, thus thwart- · 
ing expression, and also that they lose by excessive usage the · 
power to awaken the appropriate emotions in us. I agree with 
Huxley when he says: "Poetry ought to be musical, but musical 
with tact, subtly and variously. Metres whose rhythms are · 
strong, insistent and practically invariable offer the poet a kind 
of short cut to musicality. They provide him with a ready-made · 
reach-me-down music. He does not have to create a music ap- · 
propriately modulated to his meaning, all he has to do is to shovel . 
his meaning into the moving stream of the metre and allow the · 
current to carry it along." 
2. The other theory to which I adhere, is that feeling should ;_ 
dictate the rhythm, changing it subtly with changes of feeling. . 
This is the natural rhythm of speech, found in Piers Plowman, 
Skelton, in English nursery rimes, in Shakespeare's later plays, . 
in Milton's Samson Agonistes, and lately advocated so strongly 
by the poetry and theories of Gerard Manley Hopkins. This 
speech rhythm allows the use of new words without stressing : 
their less musical syllables.... 
I myself do not believe that simple metres such as the iambic · 
and trochaic are worn out, but I feel they are artistically con­
gruous only when they are at the same time natural speech 
rhythms. For instance, I consider the rhythm of this line poor · 
and forced: 
"A litt I le lear I ning is I a dan I gerous thing I" 
-Pope. 
because we do not say it like that, but rather thus: 
"A litt I le learn I ing is a dangerous thing"­
whereas to me the rhythm of this line is perfect, 
"He who has once been happy is for aye 
Out of destruction's reach . ...." 
-W. S. Blunt. 
for here we do naturally stress the copulative. Of course, the · 
rhythms of intense poetry will not be the rhythms of placid . 
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everyday life, but they will be those that the reader feels are 
naturally communicative of the poet's intense feeling." 
This somewhat lengthy quotation I propose to submit to a 
detailed commentary. "Some contend that poetry must be 
written to a set, rigid pattern of metre-as the 'Essay of Man' 
is written." Such a statement is a misrepresentation of the 
orthodox position, which is that poetry should be written in a 
rhythm sufficiently regular to be recognisable as a certain metri­
cal pattern. So far from obliging all poets to a pattern "set and 
rigid," the orthodox would say that since language is incapable of 
mathematical precision of rhythm, a perfectly regular rhythm is 
therefore impossible. The poet exercises his art to ensure that 
the rhythm is easily referable to a metre-pattern, but he also 
varies the metre, modulates it, experiments with it-anything so 
long as the total effect preserves a consciousness, a continuity of 
the metre-pattern. Nor is it fair to the orthodox position to set 
the "Essay on Man" in the forefront, when Shelley's "Ode to the 
West Wind," or Keats' "Eve of St. Agnes," or Tennyson's "Morte 
d'Arthur" would shine more justly there. The orthodox position 
is no narrow one, and while it covers Pope, is not Popean. Here 
in Australia text books have adopted the unfortunate habit of 
using Pope as a sort of bogey-man-a dread example to futurity 
of all that a poet should not be, and so it is still possible by men­
tion of his name or of his work to intrude a certain damnatory 
sentiment into what should be a fair exposition. 
In connection with Pope, anyway, it might be just as well 
to point out here that the rhythm of a deal of his work is none 
other than the "natural rhythm of speech," and for this he has 
been condemned as prosaic. 
"Hope springs eternal in the human breast;" 
"Honour or shame from no condition rise;" 
"Judges and senates have been bought for gold;" 
these lines taken casually from the very Essay in question are 
written and stressed as it is natural to speak them, and, it must be 
remembered, the Essay is one of the least colloquial of Pope's 
poems. The fact is that the orthodox English metres have their 
bases in "English as she is spoke," and have arisen therefrom 
by the long process of Art which organises into form what was 
implicit and suggested in semi-chaos. 
I pass on to consider the quotation from Aldous Huxley. It 
is vigorously worded, but it has about it a certain quality of 
excess common to much of Huxley's writing. He cares more for 
force than for direction, and in the present case under the stric­
ture "metres whose rhythms are strong, insistent and practic­
ally invariable ... moving stream of the metre" could be con­
sidered to gird at all the measures ever yet used in English. 
Whether he wishes to do so or not I cannot say, but I do consider 
it significant and characteristic that it is these metres Huxley has 
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'himself used with most success: see the self-made selection in­
cluded in his "Rotunda, 1932." Of his poems the lengthiest in 
this book is "Leda"-a fine piece of work, yet written in Mar­
lowesque heroic couplets. Huxley also exhibits himself a good 
hand at the orthodox sonnet, so that if he really meant in the 
extract quoted what he seems to mean, he has sawn off the 
bough on which he had built himself an artistic perch. 
"Hushed lay the earth and the wide, careless sky. 
Then one sharp sound, that might have been a cry 
Of utmost pleasure or of utmost pain, 
Broke sobbing forth, and all was still again"­
·such is the conclusion of "Leda," and is a fair sample of the whole 
poem, metrically orthodox through and through. 
"The other theory, to which I adhere, is that feeling should 
dictate the rhythm, changing it subtly with changes of feeling. 
'This is the natural rhythm of speech found in Piers Plowman, 
Skelton, in English nursery rimes, in Shakespeare's later plays, 
in Milton's "Samson Agonistes," and in . . . Hopkins." This 
.sounds quite formidable, but, then, what is a commentator to 
understand by "found"? Does it mean passim in each case? If 
:it doesn't, the word requires modification, and if it does, there's a 
great deal more to be said in the matter. On the latter assump­
tion, I proceed further, for if the authors instanced used speech 
.rhythms only accidentally or occasionally, the instances would 
not illustrate to any worth-while degree the matter propounded. 
Let us begin with Piers Plowman, Langland's lengthy and 
unequal poem. Much of it is no doubt racy and colloquial, but 
it has always to be borne in mind that, as a poet, Langland came 
·of Old English stock, and used throughout what is called 
.alliterative verse. His lines in general derive their poetical form 
from a middle pause, fairly corresponding accents, and the three 
.alliterated words-two in the first part of the line, one in the 
second. Now of these distinguishing marks, I shall insist on 
•only one, the mid pause, and ask how can the natural rhythm of 
:speech be given to lines so divided? 
"But on a May morning-on Malvern hills, 
A marvel befell me-sure from Faery it came; 
I had wandered me weary-so weary, I rested me 
On a broad bank-by a merry-sounding burn." 
' The dashes are inserted to illustrate the line division that per­
sists through Langland's poem, and preclude it from "changing its 
·rhythm subtly with changes of feeling." Its rhythm rather is a 
poetic constant. 
Much of Skelton's work is as metrical as even the strictest 
>metricist could desire, e.g., 
"Farewell, Phillyp, adeu 
Our Lorde thy soule reskew 
Farewell without restore: 
Fm·ewell for eve1·more." 
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But in his most characteristic work, Skelton was indeed an~ 
innovator. For all that Saintsbury says of his Skeltonics (as they 
are called): "Not far removed from the old alliterative English 
verse, and well-fitted to be chanted by the minstrels who sang; 
the old ballads." Therefore, it is very doubtful if Skelton can 
be claimed as a proto-user of "natural rhythm of speech," any · 
more than Langland can. 
And surely when we come to the nursery rimes, we have 
short poems written in strong and insistent metres which do not 
change subtly or otherwise "with changes of feeling." 
Of Shakespeare's later plays, much could be debated. G. B .. 
Harrison's "Introducing Shakespeare" bears upon the point, and 
among other passages he quotes p. 143, a speech of Edgar, and 
p. 144, one of Macbeth. I do not think either passage irrecon­
ciliable with blank verse, pure and simple, in which form each 
is printed. Short lines may be used, as with Edgar, in blank. 
verse without overthrowing it, while Macbeth's lines are all of 
regulation length, and such a line as 
"The deep damnation of his taking off" 
assumes for "of" a metrical stress that would not be given in 
everyday speech. In any case, Shakespeare came of a certain 
blank verse tradition, used orthodox blank verse for the greater 
part of his life, and in the "Tempest" ended with blank verse of : 
supreme quality. In the face of such passages as the one be­
ginning: "Our revels now are ended ... ": the claim advanced 
about Shakespeare's later usage is unimportant. To insist upon 
it is to lack a sense of proportion. 
This also applies to Milton whose "Samson Agonistes" does 
stand apart metrically from the rest of his work. Most of it . 
is orthodox blank verse, while of the metrically most unusual . 
part, Milton himself says in the preface to the poem: "The mea- ­
sure of verse used in the Chorus is of all sorts, called by the · 
Greeks Monostrophic, or rather Apolelymenon, without regard 
had to Strophe, Antistrophe and Epode." That sounds rather­
involved, and if the said chorus speeches are read, no one need 
complain of want of variety in the measures used. Let them be · 
read to see how much "natural rhythm of speech" is in them. 
In default of having Milton explain his own explanation, a corn- ­
mentator can do no better than leave it at that, meanwhile claim­
ing him by-and-large as the blank verse exemplar for all sub- ­
sequent English poetry. 
There remain for consideration the poetry and theories of G. 
M. Hopkins. Now the theories of Hopkins are abstruse, and he · 
is certainly a brave man who affirms anything definite from 
them, but his particlar pet had to do with "sprung rhythms" 
which he did proclaim to be among other things "the rhythm of · 
common speech." He exhibited "sprung rhythm" in his sonnets,.. 
and the upshot of it is that these are, on the whole, rhythmically 
queer. Hopkins was so concerned with thought-content, with­
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brand-new imagery and fresh language, that rhythm of any 
sort seems to have departed in the process. To speak of giving 
the poems peculiarly his own "the natural rhythm of speech" is 
like speaking of marching in a straight line over the Himalayas. 
Hopkins didn't use natural English speech consistently at all, but 
tortured diction and grammar in order to express very much in 
very little. And for all his theories and practice, he wrote in 
metre-pattern fine things, as for example of a nun taking the 
veil: 
"I have desired to go 
Where springs not fail, 
To fields where flies no sharp and sided hail 
And a few lilies blow. 
And I have asked to be 
Where the green swell is in the havens dumb, 
Where no storms come 
And out of the swing of the sea." 
Now if this and other of his metre-pieces "advocate the 
natural rhythms of speech," well then so do Rossetti and Blake 
and every poet that ever wrote in English, and the claim ad­
vanced for Langland, Skelton, Hopkins and for Milton and Shake­
speare in part, begins to look like a mare's nest. It certainly 
requires explanation or qualification or both, for as it stands it 
does not coincide with fact. 
Finally, in the matter of Pope's line: 
"A little learning is a dangerous thing" 
I think a useful comment can be made. The metrical stress due 
to "is" accords also with a minor speech stress, the lightest of 
the five in the line. The impression is far too common that if a 
line of poetry is scanned 0 I 0 I 0 I 0 I 0 I, or in any other 
patterned way, the person scanning indicates thereby that he 
gives equal accentual force to every stress. Unfortunately, in 
some schools scansion is taught in · a way that lends colour to 
such an assumption, whereas in any given line no two stresses 
are necessarily of identical strength. In the line from Pope, 
there are two stronger stresses, the ones on "little" and "danger­
ous." Lesser are "learning" and "thing," and least is the 
maligned "is" which obviously is superior to the syllable "-ing" 
that precedes and the article "a" that follows. Therefore to me 
the rhythm of the line is quite sound. 
When now we turn to Blunt: 
"He who has once been happy is for aye 
Out of destruction's reach . ...." 
I agree that the rhythm is better, but I cannot see that the 
metrical and the speech stress on the "is" is much stronger, if 
any, than in the line from Pope. The great rhythmic difference 
comes from the fact that Blunt's line runs on, while Pope's is 
end-stopt. 
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Moreover, Blunt avails himself twice of an orthodox device · 
for subtly varying the rhythm-that of inverted stress or sub­
stitution-and so when the writer under consideration appears to 
take Blunt unto himself as an exemplifier of the second theory 
of rhythm's use, I here formally claim him because of the whole 
body of his work as one who wrote his poetry orthodoxly to 
pattern-metre. If he belongs as well to the second theory school, 
then despite all the talk about "natural rhythm of speech," the · 
difference alleged to exist between the two theories is purely 
subjective and imaginary. Who contends indeed that poetry 
must be written to a "set, rigid" pattern of metre? Such modu­
lations as Blunt makes are commonplace in any orthodox prac- . 
tice and theorising to be had on the subject, and giving the most 
important words the strongest stress is as old as English poetry. 
The whole passage under commentary therefore is open to 
many and serious objections. The most important question 
agitated is whether Langland, Shakespeare, Milton and the 
nursery rimers can be claimed to have exhibited in any out­
standing and distinctive way what is therein termed "the natural 
rhythm of speech." Decision rests with these poets themselves, . 
and I close this critique with an appeal to those interested in con­
temporary poetry that they should not let themselves be bluffed 
by the chameleon phrases-"speech rhythms," "natural rhythms 
of speech." To each theoriser of the new, they mean something , 
different. As of old, the sound advice is: "Prove all things; . 
hold fast that which is good." 
MY LADY 
My lady's fair for all the world to see. 
I will not have it so; I want to be 
The only one to look upon her grace. 
The loveliness of all the world is in my lady's face. 
My lady lightly walks in beauty gowned; 
Her voice is music sweet, a gentle sound; 
Her hair is soft like threads of blackened lace; 
The loveliness of all the world is in my lady's face. 
-JAMES D. O'SULLIVAN:· 
Poem About Roses 
Here lie I, Martin Elginbrodde: 
Ha'e mercy o' my soul, Lord God, 
As I wad do, were I Lord God 
And ye were Martin Elginbrodde. 
-Elgin Cathedral Epitaph. 
Slowly the roses explode from dung: 
sun and the casual rain, loafing wind 
irom the reddening east and the reddening west 
.and expressionless moons come. Slowly 
the end is deduced, the genial, sure, 
unavoidable beauty ... Sir, and the ease 
·of the sensory certainty lights 
metaphysical fire: I am most sure 
when the mind from its stench and decay 
and black madness flowers, hell 
and society, twisting, abortion 
·of truth all despite. 
And the end 
will come bursting and swelling in me 
rotherwhere, with the rational words 
dry in their clattering pods like seeds 
:shrunk in themselves. 
Not, in the end, 
is it chemistry: quiet, irrational 
roses on sense like hot acids 
~bite. 
I am most sure ... and, Sir, 
more roses deduce. 
As I, were I Lord God, 
and you were Martin E'lginbrodde. 
-PETER MILES 
:SCIENTIFIC EXPEDITION TO BARRIER REEF 
Upon a surfing beach I bask . 
In this land of terns and noddies: 
The study most affecting me? 
Feminine astronomy-
The sight of Heavenly Bodies. 
-MARTIN HALEY 
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The Relation of Poetry to 
Art and Life 
CLEM LACK 
What is the true philosophy of poetry in its relation to art?' 
An unsophisticated theory which will provide an unfailing guide 
through the immense labyrinth of aesthetics is that a person 
may write or paint or model or compose music or make designs, 
and moreover he may do so in whatever form, shape, or manner 
he chooses, and his work, provided it is the outcome of sensibil­
ity and imagination in an eminent degree, v1ill be poetry. 
While the writings of a Shakespeare or of a Shelley may 
be said to speak for themselves, it is equally true to say that 
Michael Angelo in those four great silent solitary years painted 
the poem of humanity on the vault of the Sistine Chapel. And. 
there was feeling and imagination on the frescoed walls of 
cloisters and in the illuminated pages of missals, where monks 
and holy men have "muttered in green and purple and gold" 
their hopes and struggles and loves and losses. The poetry of 
suffering and catastrophe speaks to us in the Laocoon, although 
no sound escapes his lips. Wagner's dramas and Beethoven's 
symphonies are real poems, musical expressions of human feel­
ings and conceptions. Vedic hymn or Caledonian lay, medieval 
romance, ancient ballad or Northern saga, Australian bush 
ballad, the Divine Comedy of Dante or the Human Comedy of 
Balzac; Herotodus or Mnlory; Raphael or Mozart; Egyptian 
pyramid or Celtic monolith; Prometheus or Hamlet; Don Quix­
ote or Faust; temple, picture, play, novel, statue, oratorio, essay, 
ode-poetry is possible in all of these, nay in all things, not 
excepting even verse or rhyme. 
There is, for instance, the poetry of science-that speculative 
fervour and intuition of man as seen in his researches through 
nature, and in his brilliant inferences and theoretical concep­
tions. Science has given a more solemn significance, in the 
bosom of infinite space and time, to the endless vitality and' 
variety of creation. Its truths, by their wider compass and by 
their disclosure of marvellous adaptations and correspondences, 
have greatly enhanced the mystery and cohesive splendour of 
the universe. The poetry of astronomy from the days of the 
Chaldean shepherds to our own-the galaxy of the heavens, the 
stellar depths and solar system, the countless worlds and 
clusters of forces, the origin of light and heat-is proverbial. It 
was Coleridge's opinion that if Sir Humphrey Davy "had not 
been the first chemist, he would have been the first poet of his 
age." And Tyndall, in his eloquent discourse on the scientific­
use of the imagination, called that faculty "the divining rod of 
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tthe man of science-the mightiest instrument of the physical 
niscoverer," and gave, as an example of its poetic power, New­
ton's passage from a falling apple to a falling moon! 
Poetry can appear in political and social life, as in the 
·immortal annals of Greece and Rome, and in the teaching and 
tradition of the great religions and civilisations of the world. 
'The Crusades, the pilgrimages and perilous expeditions, Scott's 
expedition to the South Pole, the attempt to ascend Mt. Everest, 
every noble, emancipating movement of the spirit of man, is 
poetry translated to actual life. Life, art, science, religion, 
history, philosophy, knowledge, experience-poetry is "the breath 
and finer spirit of them all." 
"The Church h~rself," said Cardinal Newman, "is the most 
sacred and august of poets." Lacking certitude, the human 
·spirit endeavours to console itself with poetry, and it is by thus 
keeping life at an emotional and imaginative pitch, by means 
of love, affection, loyalty, faith, honour, trust, hope, and duty, 
that we are reconciled to and manage to survive the many 
ordeals of mortal existence. 
The particular form employed in no way affects the ques­
tion of the presence and the quality of poetry. The mode of 
-transmission is not the original creative force, as ether is not 
itself light, or air sound. A Hottentot or an Australian aborig­
ine can have a sense of poetry as strong as W ordsworth's or a 
John Shaw Nielson. Poetry has the same relation to all forms 
of art that the earth has to the plants that grow on it, and we 
might as well talk of the art of the earth as of the art of poetry. 
In order to make the soil fruitful the art of cultivation accord­
'ing to our tastes and capacities may be employed, and in the 
:same way the various arts embody the innate creations of the 
imagination. Speech is but one of the instruments of poetry. 
Literature in all its forms is an art, but poetry is not, neither 
is truth, nor beauty, nor gracefulness, nor heroism. Poetry has 
essentially no more connection with verse-writing than it has 
with crossword puzzles. Likewise with regard to the different 
·arts-letters, music, painting, sculpture, architecture-they are 
-but the sensuous vehicles of thought and emotion; but all of them 
.are capable of poetry and therein lies their real excellence. 
The poetry of any artistic creation is the poetic qualities, 
the imaginative genius displayed by means of it. It is never the 
·art itself or the form. Art is the protean vesture that clothes 
in divers fashions the eternal unchanging spirit of poetry whose 
unveiled purity is the poet's secret vision. 
Poetry is not itself a dress or vehicle, but it is a source and 
·substance, issuing through innumerable talents and channels. 
It is the root and succulence of a tree that has many shoots and 
Tamifications-and some very lofty boughs. To be a poet, it is 
not the art of verse that a man should study, but the poetry of 
life-its pathos and significance, which he should feel and see. 
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"For life, seen in its true light, is all poetry, and in relation to 
it, and not to any rule of art or conventional form, or taste, 
-must every poem be finally judged. The truth is that life, if 
we are only conscious of its human and spiritual conditions, 
which are always present, cannot escape being poetry. The 
world is full of meaning. Radiations from the heart and pene­
·trations of the soul draw us in every direction; and it would, 
indeed, have been a narrow and pedantic arrangement, if only 
ihe artist or student, forsooth, could know and represent the 
poetry of life. 
The whole world cries to heaven for interpretation. The 
"Egyptian craftsmen who 
... quarried Pharoah from the Nubian crag; 
Out of their marble mines 
Cut God in serpentines; 
Made Ammon Ra from a black mountain side, 
·were poets no less than the Cro-magnon drawing his reindeer 
in the caves-or the Australian aboriginal painting a crude kan­
~aroo on the wall of a Carnarvon mountain chasm. Patiently 
the world lies before us, like a great block of unhewn marble, 
-containing within itself, as Michael Angelo said, all the images 
-and secrets that the greatest poet could ever dream of or desire 
to know. Even in the case of the greatest artist and poet, feeling 
and imagination far outstrip expression. No word or image has 
limned the heart and soul of man. Voice is itself but an echo, 
colour a reflection, form a shadow. Art matches poetry about 
as well as dogma does religious exaltation or language the 
reverie of thought. At best, it is never more than a faint repre­
sentation of the original-a clumsy image of its spiritual counter­
part. The symbol can only suggest "the light that never was 
'On sea or land." The spirit that built and still illuminates the 
cathedrals and shrines of the Middle Ages is greater than the 
buildings themselves. However beautiful, they are only the 
halting, sepulchral effigies of a vanished dream of the divine 
presence. 
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THE POET 
He loved the colour and the song of Spring, 
The April rain and sun that follows after; 
He felt within his soul the beating wing 
Of youth, and the rich joy of laughter. 
He knew too well the conflict and the strife 
Within the heart of man, the great despair 
And rising ecstacy of grief, the life 
That sorrow fills and clouds of darkest care. 
He saw proud, lovely ships with sails all furled, 
Swinging at anchor splendidly; men told 
Strange tales of dreams they had-a far new world' 
With richest soil and endless wealth of gold. 
He took the laughter and the dreams, the tears 
And sorrow, linked by love his music ran, 
And mingled with the wisdom of the years, 
To tell a story of the world and man. 
-J.J_ 
TO J.G. 
Yes, you were gay and I was madly gay 
And so we drank a toast to you, to me 
The sky, the wild gulls and the frenzied day 
So quickly gone. How bitterly 
Your laughter rang. 
I see you sometimes now 
In waves, storm-tortured, in a writhing sea 
Or in the pride of some tall vessel's prow; 
And sometimes, still, in agony, 
Your laughter rings. 
On lonely watches, too, 
In dim, dark mists, I follow-haunting you. 
-MARJORIE LARCOMBE: 
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~The Mountain 
PETER MILES 
It was too small for a mountain, and too high, about five 
hundred feet, for a hill. They climbed it one afternoon in 
summer, late, and reached the top about twenty minutes before 
sunset. There was a heat haze in the air and the smoke of 
bushfires: over in the west the sun was melting sullenly through 
' clouds on its way to the farther spurs and the high principal 
range. Cupped somehow in the slopes of this was a small lake, 
smoky red in the sunset. One's eye focussed on it at first, then 
.looked away for distraction. It was something impersonally 
evil, red and malevolent: between the sensitive tissues of his 
brain and the clean white inside of his skull spiders began to 
crawl, small and horrible. He felt unclean with dread, as if 
-he were being explored by some other form of consciousness. 
It was good when the wind came, and the dry rasp and 
clatter of the gums broke the mood and the thought and the 
:silence. They could talk then, sitting on one of the grey, 
vaguely hexagonal rocks burying in the brown stiff grass. And 
suddenly it became cold; the wind and the spirit of the place 
·were there to be soaked through one's skin, sensuously. Words 
were pitifully thin in the wide indifference of the mountains, 
-but the sun had gone from the lake now and there was no evil 
to draw into itself their language and their selves; that little 
:awareness of heart and mind that could flower in words and 
·warm with familiar beauty. She was smiling and saying Cory, 
' 
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' • •• how often you and I had tired the sun with talking and 
sent him down the sky. Still are thy pleasant voices ..." He 
remembered cold textbook summaries and said "Heracleitus" as 
if the word had been something of love, smiled and found deep 
:springs of laughter in himself, discovered that there was a going 
out of love and that the object was mainly accidental. Only, it 
had to be something human and accustomed, weeping phil­
·.osopher or laughing she, wind and the rattle of gums and all 
the associations. After the emptiness, the evil emptiness. 
"They're all wrong. You don't live completely in your own 
personality; you're not locked there. There are meetings, others, 
contacts more than the external ones. Sentimental, isn't it? But 
you're you, you over there hiding that lake from me with your 
head. 'Your brown delightful head'." 
"'Amusedly, among the ancient dead'? I'm horribly afraid 
of death," she said. 
"One is. We all are. And they say we all have a secret 
•death-wish: decaying civilisation. All the others went the same 
-way, Egypt, Greece, Rome. 'Now thy forum roars no longer, 
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fallen every purple Caesar's dome. Fallen every purple Caesar's; 
dome. Fallen every purple Caesar's dome .. .' 
"You can't understand. They've used all the right words~ 
in the wrong way, spoilt them for us. Oh damn, damn. I love 
you.. Familiar, isn't it? Good old stimulus-blunted, automatic· 
reaction. What's 'I,' 'You'? We don't know, do we? We're· 
children. We're not wise: we don't know enough to grow up 
a little more. This is as far as we'll get. Consummatum est. 
Now we'll go back, go down ; go down the mountain back into 
the suburbs and grow middle-aged and normal and dirty. Smile 
patronisingly at ourselves. Put up the curtains, grow roses in 
the front garden. Be nice, ordinary people. Or else we can try 
to stay up here: that means long hair, dirty fingernails. Cnmks. 
No, crank. Why isn't a woman ever a crank? Yes I know there 
are, but when they do they cease to be women. Funny --" 
The sun plunged finally behind the range. The clouds boiled 
red and resentful. The lake had the sheen of stainless steel. 
"You see?" she said. "You came to a dead end. You plunged· 
out bravely because something excited you, and as soon as you 
got a tiny fraction beyond the usual ways of thinking and feel­
ing you were bogged. Like a tram that runs off the rails. r 
saw it once: it ploughed along into the bitumen, and I laughed 
because it looked so bewildered and silly. Now you've stopped 
talking because you're frightened and want to get back. I 
know the feeling. Everyone does that, but they don't say ;my­
thing about it because it makes gibberish in words. Why don't 
you accept it? We're here together. In a minute you'll kiss. 
me; I'll let you because it's come to be accepted when we're alone· 
together. That's the tramlines. Only I'm being unusually 
frank.'' 
He didn't know why she began to cry. Usually women hide· 
their faces, but she let the tears run down her cheeks and turned 
her face around into the wind. 
"It's lovely. The wind evaporates them-cold, cold." 
Sky running through a whole octave of blue. Filmy grey­
ness in the gums. The steep western slope in front, down in 
jerks, pausing at outcrops of rock, plunging again. Good to let 
oneself fall ... there would be rhythm in it; fall-pause, fall-­
pause. Now thy forum, now thy forum ... Fallen every purple 
Caesar's dome. Fallen. She had stopped crying. 
"I love you, too, as you do me. Now. Not when we go· 
back. Not in the lights. True?" 
"I suppose so. True. What do you know about truth? You 
just accept enough for it to be useful to you.'' 
"That's all you do, too. You're not big enough to get hold. 
of more of it than anyone else. You can't see any more: your 
radius of vision's about half a degree wide. So's mine. So's; 
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everyone's. You knew that before I said it. Only now our 
mood is different. Spoilt. Emotion's the first reality." 
There were still tears on her cheek as she said it. Laughter 
began to bubble in him again. She looked like a little girl 
reciting verse she didn't understand. The laughter was a 
catharsis. The wind pulled her hair across his face, into his 
eyes. It smelled of coconut oil. The light was going and the 
gums were charcoal blurs. The rocks looked white. The picture 
was plactically weak. There was no distance any more. 
After a while they lit cigarettes. 
Stumbling back, they avoided the shadows of the thin, drab 
trees, dislodging an occasional stone. It clinked down in front, 
and finally they heard one splash into the creek. That was the 
bottom. They found the way down the bank and crossed on 
the stones. She slipped and wet her shoe and laughed. On the 
other bank they turned and looked back at the mountain. It was· 
just a perpendicular blur full of wind rustlings. 
"They're dragons,'' she said. 
"I wonder if they believe in the eternity of sound? Maybe 
they store up conversations in little gramophones they carry 
round their necks. Every now and then they're examined by 
the lunacy board. I'm afraid we're done for." 
Over the rise were the lights of the suburbs. The suburbs. 
They stood still and looked. Regular, orderly. "And little 
shining windows." 
"They look nice." 
Behind was the mountain. 
EPITAPH FOR A POET 
He knew a great many things, but knew them badly; 
With tools all unacquainted, no useful trade did he follow; 
Nothing he had of his own-sole office to serve gladly 
The Muses that will not spin, and golden-shafted Apollo. 
-MARTIN HALEY 
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MILTON 
His fate was not to pass his store of days 
In sweet felicity; with eye serene 
And tranquil heart, to watch the changing green 
Of wood and field; to sing gay pastoral lays. 
He was not born to study human ways, 
To share the richness and the crowded scene 
Of pageantry, the gay and silken sheen 
Of courtly splendour, the easy path to praise. 
His thoughts among the stars were set apart, 
His lot to stand like Samson mid his foes, 
Alone, bereft of sight, without a friend, 
And yet from out his bitterness of heart 
To reach the heights sublime, withstand the blows 
Of unkind fate, and make a glorious end. 
-J.J. 
RONDEL OF CHARLES D'ORLEANS ( 1391-1465) 
The year ras doffed his shrouding cold 
Of wind and snow and darkling rain, 
And now envestured goes again 
In lovely sunlight, young and bold. 
The birds are calling as of old: 
And beasts declare with might and main: 
"The year· has doffed his shrouding cold!" 
Streamlets frisk across the wold, 
Rivers stride about the plain, 
Fountains that have frozen lain 
Flash dawn-silver, sunset-gold. 
The year has doffed his shrouding cold. 
-MARTIN HALEY 
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